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Eric Miles Williamson
Wamsutter in Dali Vision
“That’s one thing about the West, Johnny Boy, they don’t have dead bod
­
ies over a hundred years old there,” Brent Holingsworth said. He flicked an ash in
 his newly stolen MGM Grand ashtray.
“You’ve got a point there,” Johnny Staples said. “In California our dead
 
bodies aren’t very old.”
The Wamsutter, Wyoming Super 8 motor hotel television was not operat
­
ing nearly as well as a New York television or even as well as a San Francisco
 television. Brent and Johnny wondered if the television in room 129, the room next
 door, was any better than theirs. Dobie Gillis was on. Dobie Gillis in Dali Vision.
 Johnny too lit up a Merit Light, and in alternating reaches, together with Brent
 flicked his ashes in the ashtray which was to be the newest addition to their array of




In room 129, the two other travelers, Axel and Rhoda Gleibenheim were
 
having a worship session. This was abundantly evident, not only because of blatant
 foreshadowing, but because of compounding evidence which could not be denied
 by either Johnny or Brent.
&




 a Volkswagen Beetle, no stereo, no tire chains, no U.S. currency. Rhoda  
was hungry again. It was still sixty miles across a sheet of ice until they would
 reach the next hotel. It was three o’clock already, and they were only going twenty
 miles per hour. Johnny would not stop the car for food. “We’ll never make it alive




claimed she had to pee again
held her stomach
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watched snowdrift buried billboards
 whined.
&
Johnny’s grandparents were tired after working all day to prepare Thanks
­
giving dinner. Johnny had brought along his roommate from New York, Brent
 Holingsworth, and the couple which managed the Ford Apartments back in Boul
­der, Axel and Rhoda Gleibenheim. Axel Gleibenheim painted oil portraits of thin
 women with large breasts. Rhoda’s breasts were only average in size. Axel was
 thinking of 
how
 large Johnny’s stepmother’s breasts were, and how much he would  
like to see what her nipples looked like. He wanted 
to
 paint those breasts. Rhoda  
was watching Johnny’s little brother, who had just completed his first Pacific cruise
 with the Navy on the USS Berkeley. She was wishing that Axel had a little more
 meat on him, though she still didn’t like tattoos.
&
Axel sat with the group of artists in the Boulderado Lounge, discussing
 
perspective and the lithograph procedure that Dali used in his 
“
Lincoln in Dali  
Vision” painting. “It’s so simple, yet so complicated,” he said. The others nodded
 and sipped their drinks.
“What time are we leaving for San Francisco?” Rhoda whispered into
 
Johnny’s ear. “I can hardly wait.” She leaned over and nibbled on Johnny’s ear,
 then inserted her tongue and twirled.
Johnny was uncomfortable. He looked down from the counter he and
 
Rhoda were sitting on at the table where Axel and the other art critics were sitting.
 He wanted Rhoda to retract her tongue, but he didn’t ask her to stop.
“When you look at the painting, at first it looks like a woman standing 
in 
front of a window that is shaped like a cross,” Axel said. “But if you look again,
 you can see Lincoln’s face in it.”
“Lincoln’s face?” one asked.
“
With the beard?” asked another.
“Yes,” Axel replied. “With the beard.”
&
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Rhoda had to 
go
 to pee. The travelers had been trapped in a traffic jam at  
6000 feet for seven hours, just west of Donner Pass. They sat in the car watching




“I’m glad I am,
”
 Brent said, and he got out of the car and disappeared into  
the snow and trees.
Rhoda
whined
looked out at the trees
squirmed





 Rhoda told Brent when he, relieved, returned. “Come on,  
Axel, come with me. I don’t want to get attacked.”
“You’ll be okay honey.”
“Come with me.”
“She’s leaning on my car, dammit,
”
 Johnny said, as he and Brent watched.  
Axel was standing by, protecting against possible assailants 
in
 the six-inch-per-hour  
snowstorm. But Axel had neglected to hold Rhoda up, and Rhoda had underesti
­mated the slipperiness of the ice.
“Difficult footing,
”
 Brent noted.  
Johnny agreed.
&
Besides being severely distorted in both color and shape, Dobie Gillis was
 
having problems. Maynard had accidently swallowed a serum which made him
 irresistible to women, and Dobie’s girlfriend had left him for Maynard.
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In room 129 the worship session continued.
In room 128 Johnny and Brent wished they had marijuana. They also wished
 
that they had enough money for some food.
“We’ll never make it back alive,” Johnny said.
&
Grandfather Staples watched Johnny and his friends from college in Colo
­
rado as they finished up their Thanksgiving dinners. They were amazed with Rhoda.
 They had never before seen a woman who did not help with the dishes.
Grandmother Staples whispered to Grandfather Staples: “I’ve never be
­
fore seen a woman who did not help with the dishes.”
Grandfather Staples nodded.
&
Johnny woke up and looked out the front window of the Volkswagen. All
 
he saw was white. Have they started letting cars over the pass yet? he wondered.
 He looked through the side window and saw another car, and then looked at his
 watch. Ten hours lost already. He looked at Brent. Sleeping as usual. He looked
 in the rearview mirror and saw Axel, but he could not see Rhoda. He could, how
­ever, hear Rhoda. He saw that Axel was smiling and breathing heavily, his eyes
 closed. A worship session, Johnny thought, and looked back at the white wind
­shield and thought about how nice it would be if he were asleep.
&




 Rhoda and Brent were in the back seat, sleeping. Axel was driving  
and Johnny was in charge of keeping him awake and supplying him with fresh
 beers.
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“Sure is a wonderful lady I’ve found myself, that Rhoda,”
 
Axel said. “Don’t you think so, Johnny?”
“
Wonderful lady, Axel.”
Axel was not watching the road. He was looking at Johnny.
Johnny looked away, out the windshield. A lot of ice on the road, Johnny
 
noted. Good thing that the engine is over the drive wheels on Volkswagens.
Axel looked at the road, then back at Johnny. “I’d sure hate to lose her. I
 
don’t know what I’d do without her.”




No. I’ll drive.” Axel looked at the road again. “ You just ride,” he said.
&
The television was still on 
in
 the Wamsutter Super 8, and now David  
Hartman was suffering distortion on Good Morning America. America is the most
 overfed country in the world, his guest was saying.
Johnny woke up first and turned off the television. He looked over at
 
Brent, and was happy that Brent didn’
t
 snore. “Get  up,” Johnny said. “It’s time to  
get moving.”
In the car, Axel and Rhoda were more than happy to take the back seat.
“Let’s stop and get some breakfast,” Rhoda said. “I’m famished.”
“
But we don’t have any money,” Johnny said.
“Just put it on your credit card, and we’ll pay you back later.”
“
But you and Axel have credit cards, and so does Brent.”
“I just thought it would be simpler. We’ve been using yours all along.”
 “Yes, we have,” Johnny said.
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watched the ice on the road
thought about the overturned trucks he had seen
wished he had a car stereo





 you glad you stopped for breakfast, Johnny?” Rhoda asked.  
“What a lovely little cafe. Aren’t you glad?”
The hostess/waitress/cook/cashier/tow-truck dispatcher brought the bill.
“Here’s my three,” Brent said.
“Been holding out on us, eh?” Axel said.
“And here’s four-and-a-half from me,” Johnny said.
“But that leaves us paying nine twenty-five,” Rhoda said aiming at Johnny.
“But you owe me fifteen,” Johnny said.




“But how much was your meal?” she asked. “Who’s going to get the tip?”
Johnny got up and went outside.
Johnny could not see through the fogged cafe window. Instead, he watched
 
a man in a faded GMC half-ton tow-truck dragging around an old railroad tie with
 chains, trying to clear away some of the snow in the lot. It was not doing much
 good. The snow was piling up in front of the wood, then flowing over it and settling
 down again, in a new location, as deep as it had been in the first place.
16 The Yalobusha Review
6
Yalobusha Review, Vol. 1 [1995], Art. 5
https://egrove.olemiss.edu/yr/vol1/iss1/5
